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PROLOGUE

3 June 1968

The dark-haired man stared at the wall in front of him. His chair, like the rest of the furniture, was pleasing to the eye but not made for comfort. The style was Early American, the theme Spartan, as if those about to be granted an audience with the occupant of the inner office should reflect on their awesome opportunity in stern surroundings.

The man was in his late twenties, his face angular, the features sharp, each pronounced and definite as if carved by a craftsman more aware of details than of the whole. It was a face in quiet conflict with itself, striking and yet unsettled. The eyes were engaging, deep set, and very light blue, with an open, even questioning quality about them. They seemed at the moment to be the eyes of a blue-eyed animal, swift to level in any direction, steady, apprehensive.

The young man’s name was Peter Chancellor, and the expression on his face was as rigid as his posture in the chair. His eyes were angry.

There was one other person in the outer office: a middle-aged secretary whose thin, colourless lips were set in constant tension, her grey hair stretched and spun into a bun that took on the appearance of a faded flaxen helmet. She was the Praetorian Guard, the attack dog who protected the sanctuary of the man behind the oak door beyond her desk.

Chancellor looked at his watch; the secretary glanced at him disapprovingly. Any indication of impatience was out of place in this office; the audience itself was everything.

It was a quarter to six; all the other offices were closed. The  small Midwest campus of Park Forest University was preparing for another late-spring evening, the controlled revelry heightened by the proximity of graduation day.

Park Forest strove to remain outside the unrest that had swept across the university campuses. In an ocean of turbulence it was an undisturbed sandbar. Insular, rich, at peace with itself, essentially without disruption. Or brilliance.

It was this fundamental lack of external concerns, so the story went, that brought the man behind the oak door to Park Forest. He sought inaccessibility, if not anonymity, which of course could never be granted. Munro St Claire had been undersecretary of state for Roosevelt and Truman; ambassador-extraordinary for Eisenhower, Kennedy and Johnson. He had flown about the globe with an open portfolio, bringing his Presidents’ concerns and his own expertise to the world’s troubled areas. That he had elected to spend a spring semester at Park Forest as visiting professor of government — while organizing the data that would form the basis of his memoirs — was a coup that had stunned the trustees of this wealthy but minor university. They had swallowed their disbelief and guaranteed St Claire the isolation he could never have found in Cambridge, New Haven or Berkeley.

So the story went.

And Peter Chancellor thought about the salient points of St Claire’s story to keep his mind off his own. But not entirely. At the moment, the salient points of his own immediate existence were as discouraging as one could imagine. Twenty-four months lost, thrown away into academic oblivion. Two years of his life!

His doctoral thesis had been rejected by the vote of eight to one by the honours college of Park Forest. The one dissenting vote was, naturally, that of his adviser and, as such, without influence on the others. Chancellor had been accused of frivolousness, of wanton disregard of historical fact, of slovenly research and ultimately of irresponsibly inserting fiction in lieu of provable data. It was not at all ambiguous. Chancellor had failed; there was no appeal, for the failure was absolute.

From an exhilarating high he had sunk into a deep  depression. Six weeks ago the Foreign Service Journal of Georgetown University had agreed to publish fourteen excerpts from the thesis. A total of some thirty pages. His adviser had managed it, sending a copy to academic friends in Georgetown, who thought the work was both enlightening and frightening. The Journal was on a par with Foreign Affairs,  its readership among the country’s most influential. Something was bound to result; somebody had to offer something.

But the Journal’s editors made one condition: Due to the nature of the thesis, the doctoral acceptance was mandatory before they would publish the manuscript. Without it they would not.

Now, of course, publishing any part was out of the question.

‘The Origins of a Global Conflict’ was the title. The conflict was World War II, the origins an imaginative interpretation of the men and the forces that collided during the catastrophic years from 1926 to 1939. It did no good to explain to the history committee of the honours college that the thesis was an interpretative analysis, not a legal document. He had committed a cardinal sin: He had attributed invented dialogue to historical figures. Such nonsense was unacceptable to the groves of academe at Park Forest.

But Chancellor knew there was another more serious flaw in the eyes of the committee. He had written his thesis in outrage and emotion, and outrage and emotion had no place in doctoral dissertations.

The premise that financial giants stood passively by while a band of psychopaths shaped post-Weimar Germany was ludicrous. As ludicrous as it was patently false. The multinational corporations could not feed the Nazi wolf pack fast enough; the stronger the pack, the more rapacious the appetites of the market-place.

The German wolf pack’s objectives and methods were conveniently obscured in the interests of an expanding economy. Obscured, hell! They were tolerated, ultimately  accepted, along with the swiftly rising lines on profit-and-loss charts. Diseased Nazi Germany was given an economic clean bill of health by the financiers. And among the colossi of  international finance who fed the Wehrmacht eagle were a number of the most honoured industrial names in America.

There was the problem. He could not come out and identify those corporations because his proof was not conclusive. The people who had given him the information, and led him to other sources would not allow their names to be used. They were frightened, tired old men, living on government and company pensions. Whatever had happened in the past was past; they would not risk losing the largesse of their benefactors. Should Chancellor make public their private conversations, they would deny them. It was as simple as that.

But it wasn’t as simple as that. It had happened. The story had not been told, and Peter wanted very much to tell it. True, he did not want to destroy old men who had merely carried out policies they had not understood, conceived by others so far up the corporate ladders they’d rarely met them. But to walk away from unrecorded history was wrong.

So Chancellor took the only option open to him: He had changed the names of the corporate giants, but in such a way as to leave no doubt as to their identities. Anyone who read a newspaper would know who they were.

This was his unforgivable error. He had raised provocative questions few wished to recognize as valid. Park Forest University was looked upon favourably when corporations and corporate foundations issued grants; it was not a dangerous campus. Why should that status be threatened - even remotely - by the work of a single doctoral candidate?


Christ! Two years. There were alternatives, of course. He could transfer his credits to another university and resubmit ‘Origins’. But what then? Was it worth it? To face another form of rejection? One that lay in the shadows of his own doubts? For Peter was honest with himself. He had not written so unique or brilliant a work. He had merely found a period in recent history that infuriated him because of its parallels with the present. Nothing had changed; the lies of forty years ago still existed. But he did not want to walk away from it; he would not walk away. He would tell it. Somehow.

However, outrage was not a substitute for qualitative research. Concern for living sources was hardly an alternative  for objective investigation. Reluctantly Peter acknowledged the validity of the committee’s position. He was neither academic fish nor fowl; he was part fact, part fantasy.

Two years! Wasted!

The secretary’s telephone hummed, it did not ring. The hum reminded Chancellor of the rumour that special communications had been installed so men in Washington could reach Munro St Claire at any time of day or night. These installations, so the story went, were St Claire’s only departure from his self-imposed inaccessibility.

‘Yes, Mr Ambassador,’ said the secretary, ‘yes, sir, I’ll send him in ... That’s perfectly all right. If you need me, I can stay.’ Apparently she was not needed, and Peter had the impression that the secretary was not happy about it. The Praetorian Guard was being dismissed. ‘You’re scheduled to be at the dean’s reception at six-thirty,’ she continued. There was brief silence; then the woman replied, ‘Yes, sir. I’ll telephone your regrets. Good night, Mr St Claire.’

She glanced at Chancellor. ‘You may go in now,’ she said, her eyes questioning.

‘Thank you.’ Peter rose from the uncomfortable straight-backed chair. ‘I don’t know why I’m here, either,’ he said.

Inside the oak-panelled office with the cathedral windows, Munro St Claire got up from behind the antique table that served as his desk. He was an old man, thought Chancellor as he approached the extended right hand held over the table. Much older than he appeared at a distance, walking across the campus with a sure stride. Here in this office his tall slender body and aquiline head with the faded blond hair seemed to struggle to stay erect. Yet erect he stood, as if refusing to give in to infirmities. His eyes were large, but of no discernible colour, intense in their steadiness, but not without humour. His thin lips were stretched into a smile beneath his well-groomed white moustache.

‘Come in, come in, Mr Chancellor. It’s a pleasure to see you again.’

‘I don’t think we’ve met.’

‘Good for you! Don’t let me get away with that.’ St Claire laughed and indicated a chair in front of the table.

‘I didn’t mean to contradict you, I just — ’ Chancellor stopped, realizing that no matter what he said, it would sound foolish. He sat down.

‘Why not?’ asked St Claire. ‘Contradicting me would be minor compared to what you’ve done to a legion of contemporary scholars.’

‘I beg your pardon?’

‘Your dissertation. I read it.’

‘I’m flattered.’

‘I was most impressed.’

‘Thank you, sir. Others weren’t.’

‘Yes, I understand that. It was rejected by the honours college, I’m told.’

‘Yes.’

‘A damned shame. A lot of hard work went into it. And some very original thinking.’

Who are you, Peter Chancellor? Have you any idea what you’ve done? Forgotten men have dredged up memories and whisper in fear. Georgetown is rife with rumour. An explosive document has been received from an obscure university in the Midwest. An insignificant graduate student has suddenly reminded us of that which no one cares to remember. Mr Chancellor, Inver Brass cannot permit you to go on.

Peter saw that the old man’s eyes were at once encouraging and yet noncommittal. There was nothing to be lost in being direct. ‘Are you implying that you might — ?’

‘Oh, no,’ interrupted St Claire sharply, raising the palm of his right hand. ‘No, indeed. I wouldn’t presume to question such a decision; it’s hardly my place. And I suspect the rejection was based on certain applicable criteria. No, I wouldn’t interfere. But I’d like to ask you several questions, perhaps offer some gratuitous advice.’

Chancellor leaned forward. ‘What questions?’

St Claire settled back in his chair. ‘First, yourself. I’m merely curious. I’ve spoken with your adviser, but that’s secondhand. Your father’s a newspaperman?’

Chancellor smiled. ‘He’d say was. He retires next January.’

‘Your mother’s also a writer, isn’t she?’

‘Of sorts. Magazine articles, women’s-page columns. She wrote short stories years ago.’

‘So the written word holds no terror for you.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘A mechanic’s son approaches a malfunctioning carburettor with less trepidation than the offspring of a ballet master. Generally speaking, of course.’

‘Generally speaking, I’d agree.’

‘Precisely.’ St Claire nodded his head.

‘Are you telling me my dissertation’s a malfunctioning carburettor?’

St Claire laughed. ‘Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. You took your master’s degree in journalism, obviously intending to be a newspaperman.’

‘Some form of communications, at any rate. I wasn’t sure which.’

‘Yet you prevailed upon this university to accept you for a doctorate in history. So you changed your mind.’

‘Not really. It was never made up.’ Again Peter smiled, now with embarrassment. ‘My parents claim I’m a professional student. Not that they mind, particularly. A scholarship saw me through the master’s. I served in Vietnam, so the government’s paying my way here. I do some tutoring. To tell you the truth, I’m nearly thirty and I’m not sure what I want to do. But I don’t suppose that’s unique these days.’

‘Your graduate work would seem to indicate a preference for the academic life.’

‘If it did, it doesn’t any more.’

St Claire glanced at him. ‘Tell me about the dissertation itself. You make startling insinuations, rather frightening judgements. Essentially, you accuse many of the free world’s leaders - and their institutions - of either closing their eyes to the menace of Hitler forty years ago, or worse: directly and indirectly financing the Third Reich.’

‘Not for ideological reasons. For economic advantage.’

‘Scylla and Charybdis?’

‘I’ll accept that. Right now, today, there’s a repetition — ’


‘Despite the honours college,’ interrupted St Claire quietly, ‘you must have done a fair amount of research. How much?’

What started you? That’s what we have to know, because we know you will not let it go. Were you directed by men seeking vengeance after all these years? Or was it — far worse - an accident that primed your outrage? We can control sources; we can countermand them, show them to be false. We cannot control accidents. Or an outrage born of an accident. But you cannot go on, Mr Chancellor. We must find a way to stop you.

Chancellor paused; the aged diplomat’s question was unexpected. ‘Research? A lot more than the committee believes and a lot less than certain conclusions warrant. That’s as honest as I can put it.’

‘It’s honest. Will you give me specifics? There’s very little documentation of sources.’

Suddenly Peter felt uneasy. What had begun as a discussion was turning into an interrogation. ‘Why is it important? There’s very little documentation because that’s the way the people I spoke to wanted it.’

‘Then honour their wishes, by all means. Don’t use names.’ The old man smiled; his charm was extraordinary.

We don’t need names. Names can be uncovered easily, once areas are discerned. But it would be better not to pursue names. Much better. The whispers would start again. There is a better way.

‘All right. I interviewed people who were active during the period from ’23 to ’39. They were in government - mainly the State Department - and in industry and banking. Also I spoke with about half a dozen former senior officers attached to the War College and the intelligence community. None, Mr St Claire, none would allow me to use his name.’

‘They provided you with so much material?’

‘A great deal lay in what they would not discuss. And odd phrases, offhand remarks that were often non sequiturs, but just as often applicable. They’re old men now, all - or nearly all - retired. Their minds wandered; so did their memories. They’re kind of a sad collection; they’re — ’ Chancellor stopped. He was not sure how to continue.

St Claire did. ‘By and large, embittered minor executives and bureaucrats living on inadequate pensions. Such conditions breed angry, all too often distorted memories.’

‘I don’t think that’s fair. What I learned, what I wrote, is  the truth. That’s why anyone who reads the thesis will know which those companies were, how they operated.’

St Claire dismissed the statement as though he had not heard it. ‘How did you reach these people? What led you to them? How did you get appointments to see them?’

‘My father started me off, and from those few came others. Sort of a natural progression; people remembered people.’

‘Your father?’

‘In the early fifties he was a Washington correspondent for Scripps-Howard — ’

‘Yes.’ St Claire interrupted softly. ‘So, through his efforts, you obtained an initial list.’

‘Yes. About a dozen names of men who had dealings in prewar Germany. In government and out. As I said, these led to others. And, of course, I read everything Trevor-Roper and Shirer and the German apologists wrote. That’s all documented.’

‘Did your father know what you were after?’

‘A doctorate was enough.’ Chancellor grinned. ‘My father went to work with a year and half of college. Money was tight.’

‘Then, shall we say, is he aware of what you found? Or thought you found.’

‘Not really. I figured my parents would read the thesis when it was finished. Now, I don’t know if they’ll want to; this is going to be a blow to the homefront.’ Peter smiled weakly. ‘The ageing, perpetual student comes to nothing.’

‘I thought you said professional student,’ corrected the diplomat.

‘Is there a difference?’

‘In approach, I think there is.’ St Claire leaned forward in silence, his large eyes levelled at Peter. ‘I’d like to take the liberty of summarizing the immediate situation as I see it.’

‘Of course.’

‘Basically, you have the materials for a perfectly valid theoretical analysis. Interpretations of history, from doctrinaire to revisionist, are never-ending topics of debate and examination. Would you agree?’

‘Naturally.’

‘Yes, of course. You wouldn’t have chosen the subject in the first place if you didn’t.’ St Claire looked out the window as he spoke. ‘But an unorthodox interpretation of events — especially of a period in such recent history - based solely on the writings of others, would hardly justify the unorthodoxy, would it? I mean, certainly historians would have pounced on the material long before now if they had thought a case could be made. But it couldn’t, really, so you went beyond the accepted sources and interviewed embittered old men and a handful of reluctant former intelligence specialists and came away with specific judgements.’

‘Yes, but — ’

‘Yes, but,’ broke in St Claire, turning from the window. ‘By your own telling, these judgements were often based on “offhand remarks” and “non sequiturs”. And your sources refuse to be listed. In your own words your research did not justify numerous conclusions.’

‘But they did. The conclusions are justified.’

‘They’ll never be accepted. Not by any recognized authority, academic or judicial. And quite rightly so, in my judgement.’

‘Then you’re wrong, Mr St Claire. Because I’m not wrong. I don’t care how many committees tell me I am. The facts are there, right below the surface, but nobody wants to talk about them. Even now, forty years later. Because it’s happening all over again! A handful of companies are making millions all over the world by fuelling military governments, calling them our friends, our “first line of defence”. When their eyes are on profit-and-loss sheets; that’s what they care about ... All right, maybe I can’t come up with documentation, but I’m not going to throw away two years’ work. I’m not going to stop because a committee tells me I’m academically unacceptable. Sorry, but that’s unacceptable.’

And that’s what we had to know. At the last, would you cut your losses and walk away? Others thought you would, but I didn’t. You knew you were right, and that’s too great a temptation in the young. We must now render you impotent.

St Claire looked down at Peter and held his eyes. ‘You’re in the wrong arena. You sought acceptance from the wrong  people. Seek it elsewhere. Where matters of truth and documentation are not important.’

‘I don’t understand.’

‘Your dissertation is filled with some rather splendidly imagined fiction. Why not concentrate on that?’

‘What?’

‘Fiction. Write a novel. No one cares whether a novel is accurate, or has historical authenticity. It’s simply not important.’ St Claire sat down, once again leaning forward, his eyes steady on Chancellor. ‘Write fiction. You may still be ignored, but at least there’s a chance of a hearing. To pursue your present course is futile. You’ll waste another year, or two, or three. Ultimately, for what? So write a novel. Spend your outrage there, then go about your life.’

Peter stared at the diplomat; he was at a loss, uncertain of his thoughts, so he merely repeated the single word. ‘Fiction?’

‘Yes. I think we’re back to that malfunctioning carburettor, although the analogy may be terrible.’ St Claire settled back in his chair. ‘We agreed that words hold no great fear for you; you’ve seen blank pages filled with them most of your life. Now, repair the work you’ve done with other words, a different approach that eliminates the necessity of academic sanction.’

Peter exhaled softly; for several moments he had held his breath, numbed by St Claire’s analysis. ‘A novel? It never crossed my mind ...’

‘I submit it may have unconsciously,’ interjected the diplomat. ‘You didn’t hesitate to invent actions - and reactions - when it served you. And God knows you have the ingredients of a fascinating story. Far-fetched, in my opinion, but not without merit for a Sunday afternoon in a hammock. Fix the carburettor; this is a different engine. One of less substance, perhaps, but conceivably quite enjoyable. And someone may listen to you. They won’t in this arena. Nor, frankly, should they.’

‘A novel. I’ll be damned.’

Munro St Claire smiled. His eyes were still strangely noncommittal.

[image: 001]

The afternoon sun disappeared below the horizon; long shadows spread across the lawns. St Claire stood at the window, gazing out on the quadrangle. There was an arrogance in the serenity of the scene; it was out of place in a world so locked in turbulence.

He could leave Park Forest now. His job was finished, the carefully orchestrated conclusion not perfect but sufficient unto the day.

Sufficient unto the limits of deceit.

He looked at his watch. An hour had passed since the bewildered Chancellor had left the office. The diplomat crossed back to his desk, sat down, and picked up the telephone. He dialled the area code 202 and then seven additional digits. Moments later there were two clicks over the line, followed by a whine. For any but those aware of the codes the sound would have simply signified a malfunctioning instrument.

St Claire dialled five more digits. A single click was the result, and a voice answered.

‘Inver Brass. Tape is rolling.’ In the voice was the flat a of Boston, but the rhythm was Middle-European.

‘This is Bravo. Patch me through to Genesis.’

‘Genesis is in England. It’s past midnight over there.’

‘I’m afraid I can’t be concerned with that. Can you patch? Is there a sterile location?’

‘If he’s still at the embassy, there is, Bravo. Otherwise it’s the Dorchester. No guarantees there.’

‘Try the embassy, please.’

The line went dead as the Inver Brass switchboard linked up communications. Three minutes later another voice was heard; it was clear, with no distortions, as though it were down the street, not 4,000 miles away. The voice was clipped, agitated, but not without respect. Or a degree of fear.

‘This is Genesis. I was just leaving. What happened?’

‘It’s done.’

‘Thank God!’

‘The dissertation was rejected. I made it clear to the committee, quite privately of course, that it was radical nonsense. They’d be the laughing-stock of the university  community. They’re sensitive; they should be. They’re mediocre.’

‘I’m pleased.’ There was a pause from London. ‘What was his reaction?’

‘What I expected. He’s right and he knows it; therefore he’s frustrated. He had no intention of stopping.’

‘Does he now?’

‘I believe so. The idea’s firmly planted. If need be, I’ll follow up indirectly, put him in touch with people. But I may not have to. He’s imaginative; more to the point, his outrage is genuine.’

‘You’re convinced this is the best way?’

‘Certainly. The alternative is for him to pursue the research and dredge up dormant issues. I wouldn’t like that to happen in Cambridge or Berkeley, would you?’

‘No. And perhaps no one will be interested in what he writes, much less publish it. I suppose we could bring that about.’

St Claire’s eyes narrowed briefly. ‘My advice is not to interfere. We’d frustrate him further, drive him back. Let things happen naturally. If he does turn it into a novel, the best we can hope for is a minor printing of a rather amateurish work. He’ll have said what he had to say, and it will turn out to be inconsequential fiction, with the usual disclaimers as to persons living or dead. Interference might raise questions; that’s not in our interest.’

‘You’re right, of course,’ said the man in London. ‘But then you usually are, Bravo.’

‘Thank you. And good-bye, Genesis. I’ll be leaving here in a few days.’

‘Where are you going?’

‘I’m not sure. Perhaps back to Vermont. Perhaps far away. I don’t like what I see on the national landscape.’

‘All the more reason to stay in touch,’ said the voice in London.

‘Perhaps. And then again, I may be too old.’

‘You can’t disappear. You know that, don’t you?’

‘Yes. Good night, Genesis.’

St Claire replaced the telephone without waiting for a  corresponding good-bye from London. He simply did not want to listen further.

He was swept by a sense of revulsion; it was not the first time, nor would it be the last. It was the function of Inver Brass to make decisions others could not make, to protect men and institutions from the moral indictments born of hindsight. What was right forty years ago was anathema today.

Frightened men had whispered to other frightened men that Peter Chancellor had to be stopped. It was wrong for this obscure doctoral candidate to ask questions that had no meaning forty years later. The times were different, the circumstances altogether dissimilar.

Yet there were certain grey areas. Accountability was not a limited doctrine. Ultimately, they were all accountable. Inver Brass was no exception. Therefore, Peter Chancellor had to be given the chance to vent his outrage, and in a way that removed him from consequence. Or catastrophe.

St Claire rose from the table and surveyed the papers on top of it. He had removed most of his personal effects during the past weeks. There was very little of him in the office now; and that was as it should be.

Tomorrow he would be gone.

He walked to the door. Automatically he reached for the light switch, and then he realized no lights were on. He had been standing, pacing, sitting, and thinking in shadows.



The New York Times Book Review,
 10 May 1969, Page 3


Reichstag!is at once startling and perceptive, awkward and incredible. Peter Chancellor’s first novel would have us believe that the early Nazi party was financed by nothing less than a cartel of international bankers and industrialists - American, British, and French - apparently with the acknowledged, though unspoken, approval of their respective governments. Chancellor forces us to believe him as we read. His narrative is breathless; his characters leap from the page with a kind of raw power that illuminates their strengths and weaknesses in a manner that might be  vitiated by more disciplined writing. Mr Chancellor tells his tale in outrage, and far too melodramatically, but withal the book is a marvellous ‘read’. And, finally, you begin to wonder: Could it have happened this way? ...

 




The Washington Post Book World
 22 April 1970, Page 3

In Sarajevo! Chancellor does for the guns of August what he did for the Fiihrer’s Blitzkrieg last year.

The forces that collided in the July crisis of 1914, preceded by the June assassination of Ferdinand by the conspirator Gavrilo Princip, are abstracted, rearranged, and put back on a fast track by Mr Chancellor, so that no one emerges on the side of the angels and all is a triumph of evil. Throughout, the author’s protagonist - in this case a British infiltrator of a Serbo-Croat clandestine organization called, melodramatically, The Unity of Death — peels away the layers of deceit as they’ve been spread by the provocateurs of the Reichstag, the Foreign Office and the Chamber of Deputies. The puppets are revealed; the strings lead back to the industrial vested interests on all sides.

As with so much else, these rarely discussed coincidences go on and on.

Mr Chancellor has a conspiracy complex of a high order. He deals with it in a fascinating manner and with a high readability quotient. Sarajevo! should prove to be even more popular than Reichstag!
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Counterstrike! is Chancellor’s best work to date, although for reasons that escape this reader, its serpentine plot is based on an extraordinary error of research that one does not expect of this author. It concerns the clandestine operations of the Central Intelligence Agency as they pertain to a spreading reign of terror imposed on a New England university city by a foreign power. Mr Chancellor  should know that all domestic involvements are specifically prohibited to the CIA in its 1947 charter.

This objection aside, Counterstrike! is a sure winner. Chancellor’s previous books have shown that he can spin a yarn with such pace that you can’t turn the pages fast enough, but now he’s added a depth of character not mined previously.

Chancellor’s extensive knowledge of counter-espionage is, according to those who are supposed to know, on zero target. The CIA error notwithstanding.

He gets into the minds as well as the methods of all those involved in an absolutely frightening situation drawing an explicit parallel to the racial disturbances that led to a series of murders in Boston several years ago. Chancellor has arrived as a first-rate novelist who takes events, rearranges the facts, and presents startling new conclusions.

The plot is deviously simple: A man is chosen to perform a task for which he would seem to be ill equipped. He is given extensive CIA training, but nowhere in this training is there an attempt to strengthen his basic flaw. Soon we understand: That flaw is meant to bring about his death. Circles within circles of conspiracy. And once again, as with his previous books, we wonder: Is it true? Did this happen? Is this the way it was? ...



Autumn. The Bucks County countryside was an ocean of yellow, green and gold. Chancellor leaned against the bonnet of a silver Mark IV Continental, his arm casually around a woman’s shoulder. His face was fuller now, the distinct features less in conflict with one another, softened yet still sharp. His eyes were focused on a white house that stood at the foot of a winding drive cut out of the gently sloping fields. The drive was bordered on each side by a high white fence.

The girl with Chancellor, holding the hand draped over her shoulder, was as engrossed by the sight in front of them as he was. She was tall; her brown hair fell softly, framing her delicate but curiously strong face. Her name was Catherine Lowell.

‘It’s everything you described,’ she said, gripping his hand tightly. ‘It’s beautiful. Really very beautiful.’

‘To coin a phrase,’ said Chancellor, glancing down at her, ‘that’s one hell of a relief.’

She looked up at him. ‘You’ve bought it, haven’t you? You’re not just “interested”, you’ve bought it!’

Peter nodded. ‘I had competition. A banker from Philadelphia was ready to put down a binder. I had to decide. If you don’t like it, I’m sure he’ll take it from me.’

‘Don’t be silly, it’s absolutely gorgeous!’

‘You haven’t seen the inside.’

‘I don’t have to.’

‘Good. Because I’d rather show it to you on the way back. The owners’ll be out by Thursday. They’d better be. On Friday afternoon I’ve got a large delivery from Washington. It’s coming here.’

‘The transcripts?’

‘Twelve cases from the Government Printing Office. Morgan had to send down a truck. The whole story of Nuremberg as recorded by the Allied tribunals. Do you want to guess what the title of the book’s going to be?’

Catherine laughed. ‘I can see Tony Morgan now, pacing around his office like a disjointed cat in grey flannels. Suddenly he pounces on his desk and shouts, frightening everyone within earshot, which is most of the building: “I’ve got it! We’ll do something different! We’ll use Nuremberg  with an exclamation mark.”’

Peter joined her laughter. ‘You’re vilifying my sainted editor.’

‘Never. Without him we’d be moving into a five-flight walk-up, not a farm built for a country squire.’

‘And the squire’s wife.’

‘And the squire’s wife.’ Catherine squeezed his arm. ‘Speaking of trucks, shouldn’t there be moving vans in the drive?’

Chancellor smiled; it was an embarrassed smile. ‘Except for odd items, specifically listed, I had to buy it furnished. They’re moving to the Caribbean. You can throw it all out if you like.’

‘My, aren’t we grand?’

‘Aren’t we rich,’ replied Peter, not asking a question. ‘No comments, please. Come on, let’s go. We’ve got about three hours on the turnpike, another two and a half after that. It’ll be dark soon.’

Catherine turned to him, her face tilted up, their lips nearly touching. ‘With every mile I’m going to get more and more nervous. I’ll develop twitches and arrive a babbling idiot. I thought the ritual dance of meeting parents went out ten years ago.’

‘You didn’t mention it when I met yours.’

‘Oh, for heaven’s sake! They were so impressed just being in the same room as you, you didn’t have to do anything but sit there and gloat!’

‘Which I did not do. I like your parents. I think you’ll like mine.’

‘Will they like me? That’s the imponderable.’

‘Not for a second,’ said Peter, pulling her to him. ‘They’ll love you. Just as I love you. Oh God, I love you!’


It’s accurate, Genesis. This Peter Chancellor has the Government Printing Office reprinting everything relative to Nuremberg. The publisher has arranged transportation to an address in Pennsylvania.

It does not affect us, Banner. Venice and Christopher agree. We will take no action. That is the decision.

It’s a mistake! He’s going back to the German theme.

Long after the errors were made. There’s no association. Years before Nuremberg we saw clearly what we did not see at the beginning. There’s no connection with us. Any of us, including you.

You can’t be sure.

We are sure.

What does Bravo think?

Bravo’s away. He has not been apprised, nor will he be.

Why not?

For reasons that don’t concern you. They go back several years. Before you were called to Inver Brass.

It’s wrong, Genesis.

And you’re overwrought unnecessarily. You would never have been summoned if your anxieties had merit, Banner. You’re an extraordinary man. We’ve never doubted that.

Nevertheless, it’s dangerous.



The traffic on the Pennsylvania Turnpike seemed to move faster as the sky grew darker. Pockets of fog intruded abruptly, distorting the glare of onrushing headlights. A sudden cloudburst of slashing, diagonal rain splattered against the windscreen too rapidly. The wipers were useless against it.

There was a growing mania on the highway, and Chancellor felt it. Vehicles raced by, throwing up sprays of water; drivers seemed to sense several storms converging on western Pennsylvania, and instincts born of experience propelled them home.

The voice on the Continental’s radio was precise, commanding.


The highway department urges all motorists to stay off the roads in the Jamestown Warren area. If you are currently en route, drive into the nearest service areas. We repeat: storm warnings out of Lake Erie have now been confirmed. The storms have winds of hurricane force ...

‘There’s a turnoff about four miles up,’ said Peter, squinting at the windscreen. We’ll take it. There’s a restaurant two or three hundred yards out of the exit.’

‘How can you tell?’

‘We just passed a Pittsfield sign; it used to be a landmark for me. It meant I was an hour from home.’

Chancellor never understood how it happened; it was a question that would burn into his mind for the rest of his life. The steep hill was an opaque blanket of torrential rain, which fell in successive, powerful gusts that literally caused the heavy car to sway on its axis, like a small boat in terrible seas.

And suddenly there were headlights blinding through the rear window, reflecting harshly off the mirror. White spots appeared in front of his eyes, obscuring even the torrents of rain against the glass. He saw only the glaring white light.

Then it was beside him! An enormous trailer truck was overtaking him on the dangerous incline of rushing water!  Peter screamed at the driver through the closed window; the man was a maniac. Couldn’t he see what he was doing? Couldn’t he see the Mark IV in the storm? Was he out of his mind?

The unbelievable happened. The huge truck veered towards him! The impact came; the steel chassis of the carriage crashed into the Continental. Metal smashed against metal. The maniac was forcing him off the road! The man was drunk or panicked by the storm! Through the blanket of slashing rain Chancellor could see the outline of the driver high up in the perch of his seat. He was oblivious to the Mark IV! He did not know what he was doing!

A second crunching impact came with such force that Peter’s window shattered. The Mark IV’s wheels locked; the car whipped to the right, towards a vacuum of darkness that lay beyond the ridge of the embankment.

The car rose up in the rain; then lurched over the shoulder of the highway, plunging downwards.

Catherine’s screams pierced the sounds of shattering glass and crushing steel as the Continental rolled over and over and over. Metal now screeched against metal as if each strip, each panel were fighting to survive the successive impacts of car against earth.

Peter lunged towards the source of the scream - towards Catherine - but he was locked in place by a shaft of steel. The automobile twisted, rolled, plunged down the embankment.

The screams stopped. Everything stopped.




CHAPTER ONE

The fifth limousine drove slowly through the dark, tree-lined streets of Georgetown. It stopped in front of marble steps that led up through sculptured foliage to a porticoed entrance sixty feet away. The entrance, like the rest of the house, had a quiet grandeur heightened by the muted lighting beyond the pillars that supported the balcony above it.

The four previous limousines had arrived three to six minutes apart; all were deliberately paced. They had been hired from five separate leasing agencies from Arlington to Baltimore.

Should an observer in that quiet street wish to learn the identities of the single passenger within each vehicle, he would not be able to do so. For none could be traced through the leasing arrangements, and all were unseen by the chauffeurs. A pane of opaque glass separated each driver from his charge, and none was permitted to leave his seat behind the wheel while his passenger entered or left the vehicle. These chauffeurs had been selected with care.

Everything had been timed, orchestrated. Two limousines had been driven to private airfields, where for an hour they had been left locked and unattended in designated areas of the parking lots. At the end of that hour the drivers had returned, knowing their passengers would be there. The other three vehicles had been left in the same manner in three different locations: Washington’s Union Station; the shopping complex in McLean, Virginia; and the country club in Chevy Chase, Maryland - to which the specific passenger did not belong.

Finally, should any observer in that quiet street in  Georgetown try to interfere with the emerging passengers, a blond-haired man stood in the shadows on the balcony above the portico at the top of the marble staircase to prevent him. Around the man’s neck was strapped a transistorized, high-impedance microphone through which he could relay commands to others on the block, using a language that was not English. In his hands was a rifle, a silencer attached to the barrel.

The fifth passenger got out of the limousine and walked up the marble steps. The car drove quietly away; it would not return. The blond-haired man on the balcony spoke softly into the microphone; the door beneath was opened.

The conference room was on the first floor. The walls were dark wood, the lighting indirect. Placed at the centre of the east wall was an antique Franklin stove, and in spite of the fact that it was a balmy spring evening, a fire glowed from within the iron casement.

In the centre of the room was a large circular table. Around it sat six men, their ages ranging from mid-fifties to eighties. Two fell into the first category: a greying, wavy-haired man with Hispanic features; and a man with very pale skin, Nordic face, and dark, straight hair combed smoothly back above his wide forehead. The latter sat to the left of the group’s spokesman, the focal point of the table. The spokesman was in his late seventies; a fringe of hair extended around his balding head, and his features were tired - or ravaged. Across from the spokesman was a slender, aristocratic-looking man with thinning white hair and a perfectly groomed white moustache; he was also in the indeterminate seventies. On his right was a large Negro with an immense head and face that could have been chiselled from Ghanaian mahogany. On his left, the oldest and frailest man in the room; he was a Jew, a yarmulke on his hairless, gaunt skull.

All their voices were soft, their speech erudite. Their eyes steady and penetrating. Each man had a quiet vitality born of extraordinary power.

And each was known by a single name that had specific significance to all at the table; no other name was ever used among them. In several cases the name had been held by the  member for nearly forty years; in other cases it had been passed on, as predecessors died and successors were elected.

There were never more than six men. The spokesman was known as Genesis - he was, in fact, the second man to hold the name. Previously, he had been known as Paris, the identity now held by the Hispanic man with the greying wavy hair.

Others were known as Christopher, Banner, Venice. And there was Bravo.

These were the men of Inver Brass.

In front of each was an identical manila folder, a single page of paper on top. Except for the name in the upper left-hand corner of the page, the remaining typewritten words would have been meaningless to any but these men.

Genesis spoke. ‘Above all, at all costs, the files must be taken and destroyed. In this there can be no disagreement. We’ve finally established that they’re stored in an upright safe, built into the steel wall of the walk-in closet, behind and to the left of the office desk.’

‘The closet lock is controlled by a switch in the centre drawer,’ said Banner quietly. The safe is protected by a series of electronic releases, the first of which must be triggered from his residence. Without the first release none of the others will activate. It would take ten sticks of dynamite to break in; the estimated time of operation for an acetylene torch is roughly four hours, with alarms sounding at the first touch of heat.’

Across the table, his black face obscured in the dim light, Venice asked, ‘Has the location of this first release been confirmed?’

‘Yes,’ answered Banner. ‘In the bedroom. It’s in the shelf of the headboard.’

‘Who confirmed it?’ asked Paris, the Hispanic member of Inver Brass.

‘Varak,’ was Genesis’ reply from the south end of the table.

Several heads nodded slowly. The elderly Jew, to the right of Banner, addressed him. ‘What of the rest?’

‘The subject’s medical records were obtained from La Jolla, California. As you know, Christopher, he refuses to be  examined at Bethesda. The most recent cardioanalysis indicates minor hypochloraemia, a low potassium condition in no way dangerous. The fact in itself, however, might be sufficient to warrant administering the required dosage of digitalis, but there’s risk of exposure through autopsy.’

‘He’s an old man.’ The statement was made by Bravo, a man older than the subject in question. ‘Why would an autopsy be considered?’

‘Because of who he is,’ said Paris, the Hispanic member, his voice evidence of his early years in Castile. ‘It might be unavoidable. And the country cannot tolerate the turmoil of another assassination. It would give too many dangerous men the excuse to move, to implement a series of horrors in the name of patriotism.’

‘I submit,’ interrupted Genesis, ‘that should these same dangerous men - and I refer without equivocation to Sixteen hundred Pennsylvania Avenue - should these men and the subject reach an accommodation, the horrors you speak of will be minuscule by comparison. The key, gentlemen, is in the subject’s files. They’re held out like raw meat to hungry jackals. Those files in the hands of Sixteen hundred would usher in government by coercion and blackmail. We all know what’s taking place right now. We must act.’

‘Reluctantly I agree with Genesis,’ said Bravo. ‘Our information shows that Sixteen hundred has gone beyond the unattractive limits experienced in previous administrations. It’s approaching the uncontrollable. There’s hardly an agency or a department that has not been contaminated. But an Internal Revenue investigation, or a DIA surveillance report, pales beside those files. Both in nature and - far more seriously - in the stature of those they concern. I’m not sure we have an alternative.’

Genesis turned to the younger member at his side. ‘Banner, would you summarize, please?’

‘Yes, of course.’ The slender, fiftyish man nodded, paused, and placed his hands in front of him on the table. ‘There’s very little to add. You’ve read the report. The subject’s mental processes have disintegrated rapidly; one intern suspects arteriosclerosis, but there’s no way to confirm the diagnosis.  The La Jolla records are controlled by the subject. At the source. He screens the medical data. Psychiatrically, however, there’s complete agreement: The manic-depressive condition has advanced to the state of acute paranoia.’ The man stopped, his head turned slightly to Genesis but not excluding anyone else at the table. ‘Frankly that’s all I have to know to cast my vote.’

‘Who reached this agreement?’ asked the old Jew known as Christopher.

‘Three psychiatrists, unknown to each other, retained by remote and asked to submit independent reports. These were collectively interpreted by our own man. Acute paranoia was the only conceivable judgement.’

‘How did they go about their diagnosis?’ Venice leaned forward, his large black hands folded as he asked the question.

‘Infra-red, telescopic motion-picture cameras were used over a thirty-day period in every possible situation. In restaurants, the Presbyterian Church, in arrivals and departures and all formal and private functions. Two lip-readers provided texts of everything said; the texts were identical. There are also extensive, I should say exhaustive, reports from our own sources within the Bureau. There can be no dispute with the judgement. The man’s mad.’

‘What of Sixteen hundred?’ Bravo stared at the younger man.

‘They’re getting closer, making progress every week. They’ve gone so far as to suggest a formal, internal association, the objective obviously the files. The subject’s wary; he’s seen them all, and those at Sixteen hundred aren’t the best. But he admires their arrogance, their macho, and they stroke him. That’s the word that’s used, incidentally.  Stroke.’


‘How appropriate,’ replied Venice. ‘Is their progress substantive?’

‘I’m afraid so. There’s hard evidence that the subject has delivered several dossiers - or the most damaging information contained in them - to the Oval Office. Understandings are being reached both in the area of political contributions and the election itself. Two contenders for the opposition’s  presidential nomination have agreed to withdraw — one by exhausted finances, the other by an act of instability.’

‘Please explain that,’ instructed Genesis.

‘A gross mistake by words or action that eliminates him from the presidential stakes but is not serious enough to threaten his congressional standing. In this case, a display of unreasonable behaviour during the primaries. These things are well thought out.’

‘They’re frightening,’ said Paris angrily.

‘They stem from the subject,’ said Bravo. ‘May we touch once again on an autopsy. Can it be controlled?’

‘It may not have to be,’ answered Banner, his hands now separated, the palms face down on the table. ‘We’ve flown in a man from Texas, an expert in cardiovascular research. He thinks he’s dealing with a prominent family on Maryland’s Eastern Shore. A patriarch going insane, capable of extraordinary damage, organic and psychiatric symptoms indistinguishable. There’s a chemical derivative of digitalis that, when combined with an intravenous injection of air, may be untraceable.’

‘Who’s overseeing this aspect?’ Venice was unconvinced.

‘Varak,’ said Genesis. ‘He’s the source control of the entire project.’

Once more there was a nodding of heads.

‘Are there further questions?’ asked Genesis.

Silence.

‘Then, we vote,’ continued Genesis, removing a small pad from beneath the manila envelope. He tore six pages and passed five to his left. ‘The Roman numeral one signifies affirmative; two, negative. As is customary a tie vote is negative.’

The men of Inver Brass made their marks, folded the papers, and returned them to Genesis. He spread them out.

‘The vote is unanimous, gentlemen. The project is on.’ He turned to Banner. ‘Please bring in Mr Varak.’

The younger man got out of his chair and crossed to the door. He opened it, nodded his head to the figure standing outside in the hall, and returned to the table.

Varak walked in, closing the door behind him. He was the  man who had stood guard on the dark balcony above the entrance at the top of the marble steps. The rifle was no longer in his hands, but the transistorized microphone was still strapped around his neck, and a thin wire led to his left ear. He was of indeterminate age, somewhere between thirty-five and forty-five - those years so well obscured in active men with strong, muscular bodies. His hair was light blond and cut short. His face was broad with high cheekbones that, together with his gently sloping eyes, were evidence of a Slavic heritage. In contrast to his appearance, however, his speech was soft, the accent faintly Bostonian, the rhythm Middle-European.

‘Is there a decision?’ he asked.

‘Yes,’ replied Gensis. ‘Affirmative.’

‘You had no choice,’ said Varak.

‘Have you projected a schedule?’ Bravo leaned forward, his eyes steady, noncommittal.

‘Yes. In three weeks. The night of May the first; the body will be discovered in the morning.’

‘The news will break on the second of May, then.’ Genesis looked at the members of Inver Brass. ‘Prepare statements where you think they’ll be solicited. Several of us should be out of the country.’

‘You’re assuming the death will be reported in a normal fashion,’ said Varak, raising his soft voice slightly to imply the contrary. ‘Without controls I wouldn’t guarantee that.’

‘Why?’ asked Venice.

‘I think Sixteen hundred will panic. That crowd would put the corpse on ice inside the President’s wardrobe if they thought it would buy them time to get the files.’

Varak’s imagery gave rise to reluctant smiles around the table. Genesis spoke.

‘Then, guarantee it, Mr Varak. We will have the files.’

‘Very well. Is that all?’

‘Yes.’

‘Thank you,’ said Genesis with a nod of his head. Varak left quickly. Genesis got out of his chair and picked up his single page of paper with the coded words typewritten on it. Then he reached down and gathered up the six small notepad pages,  all clearly marked with the Roman numeral I. ‘The meeting is adjourned, gentlemen. As usual, will each of you be responsible for your own disposals? If any notes were made, dispense with them as well.’

One by one the men of Inver Brass approached the Franklin stove. The first member to reach it removed the cover with the tongs hung on the wall. He dropped the page of paper delicately into the well of burning coals. The others followed suit.

The last two men to perform the ritual were Genesis and Bravo. They stood away from the others. Genesis spoke quietly.

‘Thank you for coming back.’

‘You told me four years ago I couldn’t disappear,’ replied Munro St Claire. ‘You were right.’

‘There’s more, I am afraid,’ Genesis said. ‘I’m not well. I have very little time.’

‘Oh, Lord — ’

‘Please. I’m the lucky one.’

‘What? How? ...’

‘The doctors said two or three months. Ten weeks ago. I insisted on knowing, of course. They’re uncannily accurate; I can feel it. I assure you, there’s no other feeling like it. It’s an absolute, and there’s a certain comfort in that.’

‘I’m sorry. More than I can say. Does Venice know?’ St Claire’s eyes strayed to the large black man talking softly in the corner with Banner and Paris.

‘No. I wanted nothing to interfere - or influence - our decision tonight.’ Genesis dropped the typewritten page into the yellow glow of the stove. Then he crumpled the six votes of Inver Brass into a ball and let it too drop into the flame.

‘I don’t know what to say,’ whispered St Claire compassionately, watching Genesis’ strangely peaceful eyes.

‘I do,’ replied the dying man, smiling. ‘You’re back now. Your resources are beyond those of Venice. Or any other man here tonight. Say that you’ll see this through. In the event that I’m removed from the premises, as it were.’

St Claire looked at the page in his hand. At the name in the  upper left-hand corner. ‘He tried to destroy you once. He nearly succeeded. I’ll see it through.’

‘Not that way,’ Genesis’ voice was firm and disapproving. ‘There must be no rancour, no vengeance. That is not our way; it can never be our way.’

‘There are times when differing objectives are compatible. Even moral objectives. I’m merely recognizing the fact. The man’s a menace.’

Munro St Claire looked once more at the page in his hand. At the name in the upper left-hand corner.

John Edgar Hoover.

He crushed the page in his hand and let it drop into the fire.




CHAPTER TWO

Peter Chancellor lay in the wet sand, the waves slapping gently over his body. He stared at the sky; the grey was receding, the blue emerging. Dawn had come to Malibu beach.

He pressed his elbows into the sand and sat up. His neck hurt, and within moments he would feel the pain in his temples. He had got drunk last night. And the night before, goddamn it.

His eyes strayed to his left leg below his underpants. The thin scar that curved from his calf through his kneecap up into his lower thigh was a twisting white line surrounded by suntanned flesh. It was still sensitive to the touch, but the complicated surgery beneath had been successful. He could walk almost normally now, and the pain had been replaced by a numb stiffness.

His left shoulder was something else; the pain was never completely absent, just dulled at times. The doctors said he had torn most of the ligaments and crushed assorted tendons; it would take longer for them to heal.

Absently he raised his right hand and felt the slightly swollen rivulet of skin that extended from his hairline over his right ear and down to the base of his skull. His hair covered most of the scar now, the break in his forehead only noticeable at close range. During the past weeks more women had remarked about it than he cared to remember. The doctors told him that his head had been sliced as though by a razor blade through a soft melon; a quarter of an inch above or below would have killed him. There had been weeks when  he devoutly wished it had. He knew the desire would pass. He did not want to die; he merely was not sure he wanted to live without Cathy.

Time would heal the injuries, inside and outside; he never doubted it. He just wished the process were faster. So the restless energy would return and the early hours of the day could be filled with work, not pounding temples and vague, uneasy concerns about the previous night’s behaviour.

But even if he remained sober, the concerns would still be there. He was out of his element; the tribes of Beverly Hills and Malibu confused him. In his agent’s wisdom it was the positive thing for him to come to Los Angeles - Hollywood, why didn’t he just say it, think it? Hollywood - to co-author the screenplay of Counterstrike! The fact that he did not know the first thing about screenwriting apparently did not matter. The redoubtable Joshua Harris, the only agent he had ever known, told him it was a minor deficiency that would be compensated for by major money.

The logic had escaped Peter. But then so had his co-author. The two men had met three times for a total of about forty-five minutes, of which, again perhaps, ten had been devoted to  Counterstrike! And, of course, nothing had been written down. Not in his presence, at any rate.

Yet here he was in Malibu, staying in a hundred-thousand-dollar beach house, driving a Jaguar, and charging to the studio tabs from Newport Beach to Santa Barbara.

One did not have to get drunk to feel hints of guilt in a situation like that. Certainly not Mrs Chancellor’s little boy, who had been told early in life that you earn what you get just as surely as you are what you live.

On the other hand, living was what was uppermost in Joshua Harris’s mind when he negotiated the contract. Peter had not been living at the house in Pennsylvania; he had been barely existing.

In the three months after his release from the hospital, he had done almost nothing on the Nuremberg book.

Nothing. When would there be something? Anything?

His head hurt now. His eyes watered with the pain, and his  stomach sent up alarms. Peter got to his feet and walked unsteadily into the surf. A swim might help.

He ducked beneath the surface, then sprang up and looked back towards the house. What the hell was he doing on the beach in the first place? He’d brought a girl home last night. He was sure of it. Almost.

He limped painfully over the sand to the steps of the beach house. He paused at the railing, breathing hard, and looked up at the sky. The sun had broken through, burning away the mist. It was going to be another hot, humid day. He turned and saw that two residents were walking their dogs about a quarter-mile away at the water’s edge.

It would not do for him to be seen in wet underpants on the beach. What remained of propriety ordered him back to the house.

Propriety and curiosity. And the vague feeling that something unpleasant had happened last night. He wondered what the girl would look like. Blonde, he remembered, large-breasted. And how did they manage to drive from wherever it was in Beverly Hills to Malibu? The vague memory of the unpleasant incident was somehow related to the girl, but he could not remember how or why.

He gripped the railing and pulled himself up the steps to the redwood deck. Redwood and white stucco and heavy wooden beams - that was the beach house. It was an architect’s version of Malibu Tudor.

The glass doors on the far right were partially open. It was the bedroom entrance; on the table by the door was a half-empty bottle of Pernod. The deckchair nearest the bottle was overturned. A pair of strapless sandals lay toe to heel beside it, in contradictory neatness.

Things were coming back to him. He had made love to the girl with the dramatic breasts - inadequately, he recalled - and in disgust or self-defense had wandered out to the porch and sat by himself, drinking Pernod without the benefit of a glass.

Why had he done that? Where had the Pernod come from? What the hell difference did it make to him whether he  performed acceptably or unacceptably with an accommodating body recruited from Beverly Hills? He could not remember, so he held on to the railing and walked towards the overturned chair and the open glass door.

There were dead flies floating in the Pernod; a live one hesitantly circled the rim of the bottle. Chancellor considered righting the fallen chair, but decided otherwise. His head was in pain; not just the temples, but the winding corridor of skin between his hairline and the base of his skull. The pain was undulating, as though guided by an unseen beam.

A warning signal. He had to move slowly.

He limped cautiously through the door. The room was a mess. Clothes were strewn about the furniture, ashtrays were overturned, their contents scattered about the floor; a glass was smashed in front of the bedside table; the telephone was ripped out of its socket.

The girl was in bed, lying on her side, her breasts pressed together. Her blonde hair fell over her face, which was buried in a pillow. The top sheet was draped across the lower half of her body; one leg protruded, displaying the sun-darkened flesh of her inner thigh. Looking at her, Peter could feel the provocative stirring in his groin. He inhaled deeply for a few moments, excited by the sight of the girl’s breasts, her exposed leg, her hidden face beneath the fallen blonde hair.

He was still drunk. He knew that, because he realized he did not want to see the girl’s face. He merely wanted to make love to an object; he did not want to acknowledge the existence of a person.

He took a step towards the bed and stopped. Fragments of glass were in his path; they explained the sandals outside. At least he’d had the presence of mind to wear them. And the telephone. He remembered yelling into the telephone.

The woman rolled on to her back. Her face was pretty in that innocuous California way. Pert, suntanned, the features too small and co-ordinated for character. Her large breasts separated, the sheet fell away, revealing her pubic hair and the swell of her thighs. Peter moved to the foot of the bed and pulled down his wet underpants. He could feel sand on the  tips of his fingers. He placed his right knee on the bed, careful to keep his left leg straight, and lowered himself on the sheets.

The woman opened her eyes. When she spoke, it was with a soft, modulated voice filled with sleep.

‘Come on up, honey. You feeling better?’

Chancellor crawled beside her. She moved her hand to his half-swollen erection, cupping it gently.

‘Do I owe you an apology?’ he asked.

‘Hell, no. Maybe to yourself, not me. You banged like a ram, but I don’t think it did you any good. You just got mad and stormed out.’

‘I’m sorry.’ He reached for her left breast; the nipple was taut under the pressure of his fingers. The girl moaned and began pulling him in short swift movements. She was either a good performer or a highly developed sexual partner who needed very little priming.

‘I still feel warm all over. You just didn’t stop. You just went on and on and nothing happened for you. But Jesus,it did for me! ... Fuck me, lamb. Come on, fuck me,’ she whispered.

Peter buried his face between her breasts. Her legs parted, inviting him into her. But the ache in his head increased; shafts of pain pulsed through his skull.

‘I can’t. I can’t.’ He could barely talk.

‘Don’t you worry. Now, don’t you worry about a thing,’ said the girl. She eased him back so his shoulders again touched the sheets. ‘You just hold on, honey. Hold on and let me do the work.’

The moments blurred. He could feel himself waning, then the swift movements of the girl’s two hands and the wet moisture of her lips, caressing, provoking. He was becoming alive again. There was need.

Goddamn it. He had to be good for something.

He pulled her head into his groin. She moaned and spread her legs; all was sweet wetness and soft flesh. He grabbed her under her arms, pulling her parallel to him. Her breath came in quick, loud, throated groans.

He could not stop now. He could not allow the pain to interfere. Goddamn it!

‘Oh, Pete, you’re something. Oh, Christ, you’re the fucker of all time! Come on, lamb! Now! Now!’


The girl’s whole body began to writhe. Her whispers now bordered on shouts.

‘Oh, Jesus! Jesus Christ! You’re driving me crazy, lover! You’re the best there ever was! There was never anyone like you! ... Oh, my! Oh, my God!’


He exploded inside her, draining himself; his body limp, the ache in his temples receding. At least he was good for  something. He had aroused her, made her want him.

And then he heard her voice, all professionalism.

‘There, lamb. That wasn’t so difficult, was it?’

He looked at her. Her expression was that of a well-applauded performer. Her eyes were plastic death.

‘I owe you,’ he said softly, coldly.

‘No, you don’t.’ She laughed, ‘I don’t take money from you. He pays me plenty.’

Chancellor remembered everything. The party, the argument, the drunken trip from Beverly Hills, his anger on the telephone.

Aaron Sheffield, motion-picture producer, owner of Counterstrike!


Sheffield had been at the party, his young wife in tow. In fact, it was Sheffield who had called him, asking him to come along. There was no reason not to accept, and there was a very good reason to do so: His elusive co-author of the  Counterstrike! screenplay was the host.

Not to worry. You wrote a winner, sweetheart.

But last night there was something to worry about. They wanted to tell him in pleasant surroundings. More than pleasant. Quite a bit more.

The studio had received several ‘very serious’ calls from Washington about the filming of Counterstrike! It was pointed out that there was a major error in the book: The Central Intelligence Agency did not operate domestically. It did not involve itself in operations within the borders of the United States. The CIA’s 1947 charter had specifically prohibited this. Therefore, Aaron Sheffield had agreed to change that aspect of the script. Chancellor’s CIA would become an elite  corps of disaffected former intelligence specialists acting outside government channels.


What the hell, Aaron Sheffield had said. It’s better dramatically. We’ve got two types of villains, and Washington’s happy.


But Chancellor was furious. He knew what he was talking about! He had spoken with truly disaffected men who had worked for the agency and was appalled at what they had been called upon to do. Appalled because it was illegal and appalled because there were no alternatives. A maniac named J. Edgar Hoover had severed all intelligence conduits between the FBI and the CIA. The men of the CIA themselves would have to go after the domestic information withheld from them. Who were they going to complain to? Mitchell? Nixon?

Most of whatever power Counterstrike! had was in the specific use of the agency. To eliminate it was to vitiate a great part of the book. Peter had objected strenuously, and the more angry he became, the more, it seemed, he drank. And the more he drank, the more provocative had the girl beside him become.

Sheffield had driven them home. Peter and the girl were in the backseat, her skirt above her waist, her blouse unbuttoned, her enormous breasts exposed in racing shadows driving him wild. Drunken wild.

And they’d gone inside together while Sheffield drove off. The girl had brought two bottles of Pernod, a gift from Aaron, and the games began in earnest. Wild games, drunken, naked games.

Until the shooting pains in his skull stopped him, providing a few moments of clarity. He had lurched for the telephone, thumbed insanely through his notes on the bedside table for Sheffield’s number, and punched the buttons furiously.

He had roared at Sheffield, calling him every obscenity he could think of, screaming his objections - and his guilt - at having been manipulated. There’d be no changes in Counterstrike!


As he lay there on the bed, the blonde girl beside him, Chancellor remembered Sheffield’s words over the phone.

‘Easy, kid. What difference does it make to you? You don’t have script approval. We were just being polite. Get down  from your sky-high perch. You’re just a lousy little home-maker-fucker like the rest of us.’

The blonde girl beside Peter on the bed was Sheffield’s wife.

Chancellor turned to her. The vacuous eyes were brighter, but still dead. The mouth opened, and an experienced tongue slid sensuously out and then back and forth, conveying an unmistakable message.

The well-applauded performer was ready to perform again.

Who gave a shit? He reached for her.




CHAPTER THREE

The man whose face was among the most recognized in the nation sat alone at table ten in the Mayflower Restaurant on Connecticut Avenue. The table was by a window, and the occupant kept glancing through the glass absently, but not without a certain vague hostility, at the passers-by on the street.

He had arrived at precisely eleven thirty-five; he would finish his lunch and depart at twelve-forty. It had been an unbroken custom for over twenty years. The hour and five minutes was the custom, not the Mayflower. The Mayflower was a recent change, since the closing of Harvey’s, several blocks away.

The face, with its enormous jaws, drawn-out mouth, and partially thyroid eyes, had disintegrated. The jaws were sagging jowls; creased, blemished flesh overlapped the slits that had been eyes; the touched-up strands of hair attested to the ferocious ego that was intrinsic to the aggressively negative expression.

His usual companion was not in evidence. Declining health and two strokes prevented his elegantly dressed presence. The soft, pampered face - struggling for masculinity - had for decades been the flower to the bristled cactus. The man about to have lunch looked across the table as if he expected to see his attractive alter ego. That he saw no one seemed to trigger a periodic tremor in his fingers and a recurrent twitching of his mouth. He seemed enveloped in loneliness; his eyes darted about, alert to real and imagined ills surrounding him.

A favourite waiter was indisposed for the day; it was a personal affront. He let it be known.

 



Fruit salad with a dome of cottage cheese in the centre was marked for table ten. It was processed from the open, stainless steel shelf in the kitchen to the service counter. The blond-haired second assistant chef, temporarily employed, marked off the various trays, appraising their appearance with a practised eye. He stood over table ten’s fruit salad, a clipboard in his hand, his gaze directed at the trays in front of it.

Underneath the clipboard a pair of thin silver tongs were held horizontally. In the tongs’ teeth was a soft white capsule. The blond-haired man smiled at a harassed waiter coming through the dining-room door; at the same moment he plunged the silver tongs into the mound of cottage cheese beneath the clipboard, removed them, and moved on.

Seconds later he returned to the order for table ten, shook his head, and touched up the dome of cottage cheese with a fork.

Within the inserted capsule was a mild dose of lysergic acid. The capsule would disintegrate and release the narcotic some seven to eight hours after the moment of ingestion.

The minor stress and the disorientation that resulted would be enough. There would be no traces in the bloodstream at the time of death.

 



The middle-aged woman sat in a windowless room. She listened to the voice coming out of the wall speakers, then repeated the words into the microphone of a tape recorder. Her objective was to duplicate as closely as possible the now familiar voice from the speakers. Every sliding tone, every nuance; the idiosyncratic short pauses that followed the partially sibilant s’s.

The voice coming from the speakers was that of Helen Gandy, for years the personal secretary of John Edgar Hoover.

In the corner of the small studio stood two suitcases. Both were fully packed. In four hours the woman and the suitcases  would be on a transatlantic flight bound for Zurich. It was the first leg of a trip that would eventually take her south to the Balearic Islands and a house on the sea in Majorca. But first there was Zurich, where the Staats-Banque would pay upon signature a negotiated sum into Barclay’s, which would in turn transfer the amount in two payments to an account at its branch in Palma. The first payment would be made immediately, the second in eighteen months.

Varak had hired her. He believed that for every job there was a correct, skilled applicant. The computerized data banks at the National Security Agency had been programed in secret, by Varak alone, until they produced the applicant he sought.

She was a widow, a former radio actress. She and her husband had been caught in the crosscurrents of the Red Channels madness of 1954 and had never recovered. It was a madness sanctioned and aided by the Federal Bureau of Investigation. Her husband, considered by many to have been a major talent, did not work for seven years. At the end of that time, his heart had burst in anguish. He had died in an underground station on his way to a clerical job at a downtown bank. By now the woman had been finished professionally for eighteen years; the pain and the rejection and the loneliness had robbed her of the ability to compete.

There was no competition now. She was not told why she was doing what she was doing. Only that her brief conversation had to result in a ‘yes’ on the other end of the line.

The recipient of the call was a man the woman loathed with all her being. A basic accessory to the madness that had stolen her life.

 



It was shortly past nine in the evening, and the telephone van was not an uncommon sight on Thirtieth Street Place in north-west Washington. The short street was a cul-de-sac, ending with the imposing gates of the Peruvian ambassador’s residence, the national shield prominently displayed on the stone pillars. Two-thirds of the way down the block, on the left, was the faded red brick house belonging to the director of  the Federal Bureau of Investigation. One or both residences were continuously upgrading communications facilities.

And every once in a while unmarked vans patrolled the area, antennas protruding from their roofs. It was said that John Edgar Hoover ordered such patrols to check out any unwanted electronic surveillance that might have been planted there by inimical foreign governments.

Frequently complaints were registered with the State Department by the Peruvian ambassador. It was embarrassing; there wasn’t anything State could do about the situation. Hoover’s private life was an extension of his professional barony.

Peru wasn’t very important anyway.

The telephone van drove down the street, made a U-turn, and retraced its route back to Thirtieth Street, where it turned right for fifty yards, then right again into a row of garages. At the end of the garage complex was a stone wall that bordered the rear grounds of 4936 Thirtieth Street Place, Hoover’s residence. Above and beyond the garages were other houses with windows overlooking the Hoover property. The man in the telephone van knew that at one of those windows was an agent from the bureau, one of a team assigned to twenty-four-hour surveillance. The teams were secret and were rotated every week.

The driver of the van was also aware that whoever was at one of those windows beyond the garage would place a routine call to a special number at the telephone company. The inquiry would be simple, asked above a strange hum on the line: What was the problem that brought a repair van into the area at that hour?

The operator would check her call sheet and reply with the truth as it had been given to her.

There was a short in a junction box. Suspect: an inquisitive squirrel invading rotted insulation. The damage was responsible for the noticeable buzz on the line. Didn’t the caller hear it?

Yes, he heard it.

Varak had learned years ago, in his early days with the National Security Agency, never to give too simple an answer  to questions raised by area surveillance. It would not be accepted, any more than an overly complicated one would be accepted. There was always a middle ground.

The high-frequency radio phone in the van hummed: a signal. An inquiring call had been made to the telephone company by an alert FBI man. The driver stopped the small van, once more turned around, and drove thirty-five yards back to the telephone pole. His sightlines to the residency were clear. He parked and waited, blueprints spread on the front seat as if he were studying them.

Agents often took late-night walks in the vicinity. All contingencies had to be covered.

The telephone van was now eighty yards northwest of 4936 Thirtieth Street Place. The driver left his seat, crawled back into the rear of the van, and switched on his equipment. He had precisely forty-six minutes to wait. During that time he had to lock on the flows of current being received in Hoover’s residence. The heavier loads defined the circuits of the alarm system; the lesser ones were lights and radios and television sets. Defining the alarm system was crucial, but no less important was the knowledge that current was being used in the lower right area. It meant that electrical units were switched on in the maid’s room. It was vital to know that. Annie Fields, Hoover’s personal housekeeper for as long as anyone could remember, was there for the night.

 



The limousine made a right turn off Pennsylvania Avenue into Tenth Street and slowed down in front of the far west entrance to the FBI. The limousine was identical to the one that daily brought the director to his offices - even to the slightly dented chrome bumper Hoover had left as it was, a reminder to the chauffeur, James Crawford, of the man’s carelessness. It was not, of course, the same car; that particular vehicle was guarded night and day. But no one, not even Crawford, could have told the difference.

The driver spoke the proper words into the dashboard microphone, and the huge steel doors of the entrance parted. The night guard saluted as the limousine passed through the  concrete structure, with its three succeeding concrete doorways, into the small circular drive. A second Justice Department guard leapt out of the south entranceway, reached for the handle of the right rear door, and pulled it open.

Varak got out quickly and thanked the astonished guard. The driver and a third man - seated next to the driver — also stepped out and offered pleasant but subdued greetings.

‘Where’s the director?’ asked the guard. ‘This is Mr Hoover’s private car.’

‘We’re here on his instructions,’ said Varak calmly. ‘He wants us taken directly to Internal Security. They’re to call him. IS has the number; it’s on a scrambler. I’m afraid it’s an emergency. Please hurry.’

The guard looked at the three well-dressed, well-spoken men. His concern diminished; these men knew the highly classified gate codes that changed every night; beyond that, they carried instructions to call the director himself. On the scrambler phone at the Internal Security desk. That telephone number was never used.

The guard nodded, led the men inside to the security desk in the corridor, and returned to his post outside. Behind the wide steel panel with the myriad wires and small television screens, sat a senior agent dressed not unlike the three men who approached him. Varak took a laminated identification card from his pocket and spoke.

‘Agents Longworth, Krepps and Salter,’ he said, placing his ID on the counter. ‘You must be Parke.’

‘That’s right,’ replied the agent, taking Varak’s identification and reaching for the other two IDs as they were handed to him. ‘Have we met, Longworth?’

‘Not for ten or twelve years. Quantico.’

The agent looked briefly at the IDs, returned them to the counter, and squinted in recollection. ‘Yeah, I remember the name. Al Longworth. Long time.’ He extended his hand; Varak took it. ‘Where’ve you been?’

‘La Jolla.’

‘Christ, you’ve got a friend!’

‘That’s why I’m here. These are my two best men in southern Cal. He called me last night.’ Varak leaned ever so  slightly over the counter. ‘I’ve got bad news, Parke. It’s not good at all,’ he said, barely above a whisper. ‘We may be getting near “open territory”.’

The expression on the agent’s face changed abruptly; the shock was obvious.

Among the senior officers at the bureau the phrase open territory meant the unthinkable: The director was ill. Seriously, perhaps fatally, ill.

‘Oh, my God ...’ muttered Parke.

‘He wants you to call him on the scrambler.’

‘Oh, Christ!’ Under the circumstances it was obviously the last thing the agent wanted to do. ‘What does he want? What am I supposed to say, Longworth? Oh, Jesus!’

‘He wants us taken up to Flags. Tell him we’re here; verify his instructions and clear one of my men for the relays.’

‘The relays? What for?’

‘Ask him.’

Parke stared at Varak for a moment, then reached for the telephone.

 



Fifteen blocks south, in the cellar of a telephone-company complex, a man sat on a stool in front of a panel of interlocking wires. On his jacket was a plastic card with his photograph and, in large letters beneath it, the word Inspector.  In his right ear was a plug attached to an amplifier on the floor; next to the amplifier was a small cassette recorder. Wires spiralled up to other wires in the panel.

The tiny bulb on the amplifier lighted up. The scrambler phone at the FBI security desk was in use. The man’s eyes were riveted on a button in the cassette recorder; he listened with the ears of an experienced professional. Instantly he pushed the button; the tape rolled, and almost immediately he shut it off. He waited several moments and once again pushed the button, and once again the reels spun.

 



Fifteen blocks north Varak listened to Parke. The words had been lifted, edited, and refined from a number of tapes. As planned, the voice on the other end of the line would be louder than a normal voice; it would be the voice of a man  wanting to not acknowledge illness, fighting to appear normal, and in so doing, speaking abnormally. It not only fitted the subject psychiatrically, it had a further value. The volume lent authority, and the authority reduced the possibility that the deception would be spotted.
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